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the inner life experiences they have given me. Once,
when I was a little girl, my mother was away staying
with friends. I was very hungry. My father knew
that and ate in front of me, refusing me food. He
said he was training me, but he really did it because
it pleased him. But he was training me. In order
to maintain my pride and self-reliance and keep
myself to myself he forced me into another world
where food had no value. Although he has been
so hated here and has made so many people unhappy,
he is perhaps doing the town a great benefit because
he is making it so uneasy, so nervous that it is com-
pelled to examine itself, to see where it stands, to be
an inquisitor of itself. He prevents it from thinking
only of the one world, the less important world.

In the same way, after mother became perma-
nently blind, I read very often the Gospels to her,
and we both have seen very clearly how the less
important actual world has covered the teaching of
Christ with a great fog so that what He was and
taught is hidden away. So the life of the Cathedral
here has become altogether false and perhaps the
Cathedral itself has come to resent this. I have lived
with it so long that it does not seem to me absurd
that it should have a spirit and impulse of its own,
but most people would think that unreal. I imagine
though that reality may be quite opposite from what
we think it is and that the lives and thoughts of most
people to-day are quite unreal, so unreal as to be
almost non-existent. I have come to feel this perhaps
because so much of my life has been lived inside the
blindness of my mother. Loving one another as we do
I have shared her physical blindness and have shared
her sense of values. Nearly everything that is im-